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One 


Author's Notes: 
| had not idea what this was going to turn out to be when | started it. But | like how it went, so here it is. 


enjoy. 


He was doing it again Cigarette burning, forgotten, clutched between the long, stained fingers while be wrote, 
fully concentrated on the words created by the scratching of the pen over the paper. Sometimes when he 
wrote he smiled, a smile that made him look as if he had a delicious secret, as if he knew something no one 


else did and it was annoying, aggravating and pretty much enough to piss Kai off every time. 


He had tried, over and over, to get a look at the innocuous looking ring bound book, but Henjo took it with him 
wherever he went and when he didn't for all Kai knew he must have stuffed it up his ass for safe keeping 
because it could never be found. And he had looked, he had been looking for years because it had always been 
there and it was now much more than a thorn in his side it was becoming an obsession and he had to know 


what secrets it contained. 


He wondered if Henjo knew. He must, because a little over a year ago he had been writing in a black book 


identical to this one and when he finished he had left it lay on the table when he got up to go do something 
else and Kai had dove for it, breathing fast in anticipation when he finally had it in his hands and he had slunk 
off to the bus’ bathroom to read, to absorb, to study it. 


Locked in the tiny cubical, he had perched on the toilet and with his hands shaking had slowly opened the cover, 
almost expecting to hear the shriek of an alarm or a choir of angels but instead all he found was a grocery 
list. 

Clever Henjo, hiding the good stuff behind something meaningless. 


So Kai began flipping through the pages, anticipating finding the good stuff with every turn. 


All he found were more grocery lists, laundry lists, notes about songs, notes about things on the road, little 


meaningless doodles, and reminders of things Henjo needed to do. 

Nothing that would be worth the trouble Henjo went through to hide the book. 

Forgetting that he was trying to be careful, Kai's fingers yanked at a page and the thin paper tore but he 
didn't care, he didn't care about anything as he growled and slapped each aside, looking for the good stuff until 
he was into an address and phone number listing and still there was nothing, nothing he didn't know and before 


he knew it was looking at the inside of the back cover and it was done. 


He didn't notice the book fall from his hands to land on the floor. If he had been confused before he was way 
past that now. What reason could Henjo possibly have for guarding the trivial things in that book? Unless... 


Kai bent forward and whacked his head on the edge of the counter under the sink. Groaning, he rubbed the 
spot as he retrieved the book. "Code!" he muttered. "It must be in code!" Deciding to think like Henjo, he started 
at the first page again. 

Mik 

Well, it was white, and creamy, so maybe milk meant..2 

Fruit 

Bananas? Oranges? 

Again, he could think of things they resembled. Could this be Henjo's way of saying he needed to get laid? 


Ok, now this was getting interesting. 


Dish cleaner 


Try as hard as he could, and with Kai's mind it was easy to imagine every possible use or need for it, he 


couldn't come up with a thing. Unless it was the slippery part, and then maybe it could mean... 

"Lube!" Kai shouted and then immediately clapped a hand over his mouth and looked around with a guilty smile. 
Carrots 

Well, that was an easy one. But then again, he was a redhead, and maybe Henjo was putting him on the list! 
Suddenly figuring the rest out wasn't important and Kai leaned back, his hand dropping to his crotch and 
rubbing as he closed his eyes and thought of Henjo, Henjo and that long, pointy tongue and that long, skinny 
body, and that long not so skinny dick. As he popped open his jeans the book slipped once more from his 
fingers, the soft thump as it hit the floor not even registering. 

The sharp knock on the door did and he yelped, pulling his hand from inside his pants. "What?" 

"Kai, have you seen my book?" 

"Ah, no, Henjo, | didn't” Kai winced, he even sounded guilty to his own ears. 

"| left it on the table and now its gone." 

"Maybe it slid off when we turned a corner?" 

He easily pictured the look on Henjo's face when he heard him snort. "Right, Kai." 

Kai let out the breath he didn't know he'd been holding when he heard Henjo move away. Quickly he fastened 
his jeans and got up, forgetting the limited space again and bending to retrieve the book, his head impacting 
with the door. He tucked it under his shirt and unlocked the door, opening it slowly and peeking round to be 
sure Henjo wasn't lurking. Seeing no sign of him, he walked quickly toward the lounge and found, much to his 
relief, that it was empty so he yanked the book out of his pants and tossed it under the table as he passed. 
He'd let Henjo or someore else find it. 

Right now he needed to find something to get rid of his headache. 


The next time he saw Henjo with his book it didn't bother him at all. Dropping like a spotted stone on the bench 


across from him, Kai propped an elbow on the table and rolled his eyes. "| see you found your book" 


Henjo nodded. "| did, but that isn't this book. | didn't lose this one." 


Kai felt invisible strings slowly pull him upright. "There are two?" 


Henjo, who was sitting back with one knee propped against the edge of the table and the book laying on his 
thigh and slightly titled toward himself, nodded again. "Yeah." 


So smug. So smug and sneaky and Kai wanted to smack him. 


"Why two?" he shoved through teeth so tightly clenched pieces should have fallen through his lips along with 


the words. 

Henjo's eyes flicked upwards so he could see Kai. "Why do you think?" 

"To make me crazy?" Well fuck, he hadn't meant to say that outloud. 

Henjo grinned. "Call that a good effect but no, it isn't why. One is for everything, the other is for personal 
things." He tapped a long finger against the open page. "This is for personal. The one that | lost was for 
everything. But | did find it. Must have been a big curve that | never felt because it was under the other 
table." 

Damn, Kai had been sure it had been on that table and not the other. Oh well, couldn't do a thing about it now. 


"So," he said, being as casual as he could while half standing and scooting round the table to push in beside 


Henjo, "what is personal?" 

Henjo closed the book. "If it is personal, it is private, Kai." 

Kai knew he could pout. And he knew he was cute when he pouted. And he knew Henjo enjoyed nibbling on his lip 
when he pouted. And if Henjo was nibbling, not only did that mean Kai could get laid, he might be able to worm 
some information out of him. After all, during one of his blow-jobs Henjo tended to babble. 


So out came the lip. 


And Henjo did nibble. And they did stumble to the bunks and he did get laid and when he was sucking Henjo's 
cock he babbled. 


And Kai didn't learn a thing. 
So now here they were, a year later and back on the road, and that book was back. 


And Kai still hadn't seen what was inside. 


The obsession was now bordering on madness and Kai, in his desperation, enlisted aid in his quest. That wouldn't 
have been so bad, but he had to do it in such a way that he told a teensy tiny little lie. He told Dirk that Henjo 
was writing about him. When Dirk shrugged it off, Kai had to make the teensy tiny little lie a little worse. He 
told him Henjo was writing about things that shouldn't be written and he was making Dirk sound really bad and 
how it would be easy to get him out of the band once the public knew. 

Now, Dirk and Henjo weren't exactly best friends but they managed to get along so Dirk was still skeptical 

So Kai, even more desperate than before, made the teensy tiny little lie that had gotten worse really bad. 

One of the parts he had written was about Dirk's lack of height. 

And he didn't mean how tall he was. 

Everything almost backfired because Dirk jumped up, ready to go confront Henjo with what he knew. Kai hauled 
him back down and frantically hushed him. If they confronted him, he didn't have to show them the book and 
he could deny it. Or he could show them the wrong book and tell Dirk that Kai was making it up because Henjo 
had been teasing him by saying there was a second book. 

The only way they could confront him was to have the book. 

Dirk, obviously not thinking clearly, bought right into the idea 

That momentary lapse of reason would later come back to haunt him. 


So the quest to steal the book was underway. 


Several things were against them, but the main one was that Henjo didn't trust any of them in the slightest. 
So they would have to find someone he did trust, someone who wouldn't think they were doing anything wrong. 


Someone as twisted and deranged as Kai, and that was a tall order to fill 

Enter one Tobias Sammet. 

Gamma Ray would be crossing paths with Edguy next week, and between now and then Kai would have to get 
Tobi in on the plan, and somehow keep Henjo from finding out there was a plan. Plus, now he had the added 
burden of Dirk being less than subtle about his irritation with Henjo. 

Hidden in a corner of the backstage area at tonight's club, Kai scrolled through the stored list of numbers on 


his phone, wondering who in the hell some of these people were. He finally found Tobi's and pushed send, 
reminding himself to clean up the list later. 


Tobi's squealed greeting was exactly what Kai wanted to hear. If he was already bouncy, talking him into this 
would be a snap of his fingers. Once he could get a word in. Kai let him ramble for a good five minutes before 
interrupting. 

| need your help." 


Amazingly, Tobi stopped talking. "How?" 


Quickly, Kai explained. The book, Henjo's careful hiding of same, his reluctance to let anyone know what he was 


writing. 
Tobi, being far more like Kai than most people were comfortable with, was immediately intrigued. 


So within moments, with two far too over-active minds involved, and the complete lack of shame in either of 
said minds, a plan was hatched. 


With a promise made to work out the details the day before the act would occur, they hung up, and Kai went 


in search of Dirk to let him know what and when it would happen. 
Somewhat mollified by the plan of action, Dirk agreed to stay low key until then 


With nothing more to do, Kai sat back to wait, but he never missed a chance to stick out his lip and pout when 
Henjo still wouldn't give him a peek. 


Finally, the countdown was at D-minus-zero. 

Edguy was playing Monday and had Tuesday off. 

Gamma Ray was off Monday and was playing Tuesday. 

Same city, same club. 

So, with having already arrived early enough Monday to go see Edguy's show, Kai dragged Henjo along. Not that 
Henjo minded too much, it was always fun to hang out with them and Tobi was a laugh a minute. So when Kai 
gave him puppy eyes he quickly relented and the two of them headed off to the show while Dirk began a 
methodical and careful search of the entire bus and anything Henjo had taken to his hotel room. 

His was a wasted effort because he found nothing of interest except what Kai insisted was a second book, and 


to him even Henjo's grocery lists were boring. Wondering if he had been had, Dirk went back to his room to 


sulk in peace. 


Little did he know that Henjo had every reason not to trust Kai, and because of that he had set up his 
computer with his webcam on and it was recording the room the entire time. Since the screen was dark Dirk 
had no idea, but he had been a lovely and easily identified intruder. 

Meanwhile, at the club, Tobi was doing his best to charm Henjo, which didn't take much because Tobi was full 
of lots of things, one of which was charm. Once the show was over he and Kai dragged Henjo out to Edguy's 
bus, one pulling and one pushing until they were in the lounge with the door locked and Henjo was sitting on the 
couch trying to figure out how he got lucky enough to have two very active tongues licking his cock but then 
again he really didn't care how, it just seemed polite to go with it all. 

Two set of hands stripped him and he was surrounded by Kai's greed and Tobi's enthusiasm and he forgot 
about anything else and babbled a bit and by the time they were done with him he was pretty much 
incoherent and could do nothing more than pass out in a sweaty, sated pile. 


As soon as he was snoring Kai and Tobi went through his pockets. 


The found it, tucked into the inside pocket of his jacket, and Tobi had to clap a hand over Kai's mouth to stop 
his victory cry. 


Quickly, they grabbed their pants and snuck out, leaving Henjo still sound asleep and made their way to the 
very front of the bus. Taking seats side by side, they turned on the little light above them and huddled close. 


Holding his breath, Kai opened the front cover. 

"The Richter Scale?" 

Tobi shrugged, impatient to go on. 

Confused, Kai turned the page. 

And then another, and another, his eyes getting bigger each time and Tobi's jaw now hanging on his shoulder. 
Each page was a different person. 

Name, band - if there was one - and a place. 

Under that was a location. 

Bus, hotel, elevator, bushes, observation area, and so on. 


Under that there was a list of words with a number noted beside each. 


Length. 

Width. 

Licking. 

Sucking. 

Kissing. 

Top or bottom. 
Kinks. 


The word list varied, but those seemed to be the most consistent and at the bottom of all of them was the 


same word. 
Notes. 
"Kai, it's a book of everyone he's fucked, or has fucked him!" 


Kai was dumbfounded, and not only that he was already making plans on how to use this the next time Henjo 


called him the Queen Slut of Power Metal. 


Who would have thought that Henjo, his sweet, gentle Henjo, was getting even more action than he was? And 
getting it from places Kai had wanted to go for years! 


When they came across Tobi's page Kai tried to rush past but Tobi stopped to read 

"Look!" he squeaked, pointing. "He says | am lots of fun and lots of energy and Im a great kisser!" 
Kai grumbled something and managed to turn the page. 

"Markus?" Kai snorted and rolled his eyes. “I'm telling Andi” 

"You'd have to tell him about you, too" Tobi laughed 

Kai muttered something that sounded like "shut up" and flipped to the next: 

Sighing, he canted his eyes at a snorting Tobi. "And we'd have to tell Markus too” 


On they went, Tobi trying to make Kai stop to read what he thought would be interesting pages, Kai busy 
looking for his name, and getting more angry by the second when it wasn't being found. 


Names they never expected to see, Tobi vehemently disagreeing with some of the evaluations, and storing 


some away - like Jens - for future use in torture and abuse. 

Kai's face was bright red and he was snorting breaths through his nose when he finally found it 
Tobi's enthusiastic chatter slowed and stuttered to a stop as they read 

Kai Hansen, Gamma Ray 


The list of cities was four lines long, the writing tiny and cramped in order to fit the most possible on a single 


line. 

Location 

Again, the list was long and varied. 
Length - short 

Kai made a sound akin to pain. "Is not true!" 
Tobi patted his shoulder in sympathy. 
Width - not very 

"Is not! Is not like that!" Kai wailed. 

Tobi gave him a kiss on the cheek. 
Licking - saint bernard 

"I do not lick like a slobbery dog!" 

Tobi muffled the snicker. 

Sucking - plugged Sebo 

"lam not like a broken vacuum cleaner!" 
Tobi chewed his lip. 


Kissing - clammy 


"I do not kiss like a fish!" 

Tobi had to turn his head or the distance Kai's lip was ticking out alone would have made him laugh. 
Top or bottom - easy bottom, will top. too slutty to care. 

‘It does matter, and | do not not care as long as | am getting laid!" 

Tobi rolled his eyes. That one he firmly believed. 

Kinks - easier to list ways he is not. 

"What does he mean it would be easier to make a list of ways | am not kinked?" 
Tobi turned the sputter into a cough. 

Last but not least. 

Notes 

There were lots of notes. 


Kai's eyes moved over the page as he read the words, his grip on the books so tight the tips of his fingers 
were bloodless. 


"Is good when nothing better is there! Is always easy! Will do anything or anyone! A slut! Can suck dick alright, 
but expects you to pretend is the best ever!" He slammed the book closed and turned his head to glare at 
Tobi. "This isn't true!" 

Tobi coughed discretely. "Mine was." 

Kai stood up so fast he almost took Tobi's nose with him. "Well mine is not!" he huffed. 

And then he flounced from the bus, throwing the book as he went. 

Tobi, laughing, went and picked it up, planning on putting it back before Henjo woke up. 

He was too late. 


Kai refused to speak to him. 


Five days since they had seen Edguy and he might have said four words to Henjo, and all of those were single 
words answers he couldn't avoid. Henjo didn't seemed worried about it though, and oddly enough he and Dirk 
seemed to be getting along. 

Kai was in too much of a funk to care. 

Then came the night he saw the book again, only this time it was in Dirk's hands, and he nearly lost his mind. 
"Where did you get that?" he snarled, crossing his arms and tapping his foot: 

"Henjo gave it to me." 

"He what?" 

Dirk stuck a finger in his ear and wiggled it. "Don't scream like that!" 

"Why?" 


"He said since | went to all the trouble to look for it | might as well read it" He glanced up at Kai. "And there is 


nothing in here like you said, Kai." 

"He took it out" Kai countered, rather pleased with himself for the quick thinking. 
"But there is something in here about you." 

Kai's shoulders slumped. "It isn't true," he mumbled. 

"Oh, its true," Dirk said softly, "very true." 


His feelings hurt, and having forgotten just what he'd done to get a look at the book, Kai stomped off to sulk. 


He was curled up in his bunk when the curtain was twitched aside and Henjo climbed in behind him. 
"Go away," he grumbled. 


"You asked for it," Henjo said with a soft laugh. "Bad enough you try to get it like that, but to tell Dirk what 
you did and drag Tobi into it as well? Kai, I'm ashamed of you." 


"Well since | am no good at sucking your dick don't expect me to do that to make up for it!" 


Henjo moved closer and draped his arm over Kai, the book in his hand. "Kai, | knew you were going to get it, so 


| put that in there to teach you a lesson 


Kai made a disbelieving noise. 


"If it was that bad, why would | keep coming back?" 

"Because | am an easy slut!" 

Henjo muffled his laugh against Kai's shoulder. "But | love you anyway." 

"You do?" Kai's eyes slid to the side to look at him. 

"Of course | do. And this is the real book, Kai." Henjo dropped it onto the bed. "I write things I'm thinking, and | 
don't show them to anyone because they are just for me. But if it is so important that you know, then read it. 
| would think you have known me so long that you don't need to worry I'm writing anything bad about you, but 


if you don't trust me then go ahead and read." 


"It isn't that | don't trust youl" Kai wiggled round to face him directly. "I trust you, Hen. | will never try to 


read it again, | promise." 

Henjo shrugged one bony shoulder. "Whatever, Kai. I'm going back to my bunk" 

He left despite Kai's protests. Kai rolled onto his back, reaching under himself to dig the book out and holding it. 
He wasn't going to look. He trusted Henjo. 

But, he said he could, so what was the harm? 

Kai stopped himself before he opened it. 

No! Henjo was right, and he had no business reading things that Henjo didn't want anyone else to know. 
But then again, if he hadn't really wanted Kai to know, he would have taken it with him. 

He shouldn't. 

But, if he didn't now, he might never get the chance again. 

No, he wouldn't. He wouldn't abuse Henjo's trust any more than he already had. 

Firm in his decision, Kai set the book on the bed beside him and tried to think about something else. 
It didn't work. 


It called to him, enticing him with promises of what was inside, of knowledge, of understanding. 


It beckoned him like a willing lover, with a promise of satisfaction. 
He hummed. 

He examined his hands. 

He flipped and tossed and turned. 

And still he heard it's siren call. 

Finally, he could take no more and he snatched it up with a cry. 


From his bunk, Henjo heard Kai shout when the tiny dye pack exploded and the bright orange liquid squirted out 


into his face. 
Maybe if he scrubbed hard enough, people would think it was freckles. 
Then again, maybe not. 


Henjo fished the real book from under his pillow and opened the pen he kept inside. Turning to Kai's page he 
found the place he was looking for and began to write. 


He never learns 
Tucking the pen back inside, he closed the book and put it back under his pillow. 


One day he might run out of things to list under the reasons he loved Kai, but he doubted it. 


